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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
Memoirs of Timothy Try-all, Esq. by his Cousin 
Theodore. 


CHAPTER XI. 


The public will probably recollect that about this 
period of my cousin’s life, there was an exhibition of 
Anatomical figures, delineated in wax, by one of our 
most ingenious fellow-citizens. These were exhibi- 
ited for a short time in Scollay’s Buildings on Pem- 
berton’s Hill, and cousin Tim was employed by the 
proprietor to describe them to the visitors, and explain 
their anatomical construction. 

It is no more than a just tribute to the talents and 
ingenuity of the gentleman who made those prepar- 


tions, to Observe, that they excited the admiration of| manity about him. 
every Visitor, and drew forth the warmest applause | dore. 


BOSTON, SATURDAY EVENING MAY 29, 1824. 


“BORN TO NO MASTER, OF NO SECT ARE WE.” 


Boston. On my arrival at the Ferry house, I inquir- 
ed of the inmates of the establishment if | could ob- 
tain a passage to the shore and was told I could go 
across if I could get any one to put me into the fer- 
ry boat. This was the grand difficulty. The road 
was overflowed about a quarter of amile. Howev- 
er I undertook the task, and the people that kept 
the ferry house furnished me with an old horse to 
wade through the water until I should reach the fer- 
ry boat. Now you know Theodore, that I could not 
bring my clothes ashore, and consequently I must 
make a most shabby appearance. 1 had on an old 
blue surtout, a pair of black pantaloons, that were 
not fit to be seen; a shabby bat and a very dirty 
white cravat. Thus much for mycostume. Well | 
arrived by dint of the assistance afforded me by the 
horse at the side of the ferry boat, and there I en- 
countered one of the most surley rascals that ever 
eyes beheld, but yet the wretch had some hu- 
I'll tell you how it was Theo- 
As soon as I arrived at the side of the ferry 


from those possessed of sufficient discrimination to! boat, I asked him what was the fare across the river. 


appreciate the merit of his work. 

These Anatomical preparations were afterwards 
purchased of the proprietor, and the purchaser em- 
ployed cousin Tim to go with them to New York, for 
the purpose of exhibiting them there. 

‘lim was rather unfortunate in bis New York ex- 
pedition. 


He sailed trom Buston at the time the fe- | 


He told me that the fare was only 12 1-2cts. I told 
him that I had no money, but would pay him in the 
best way >> Sould. I offered him one of my gold 
seals, worth about four dollars, andthe scoundrel ac- 
cepted it; but yet he was possessed of more gene- 
rosity than I thought him to be, for on arriving at 
the other side of the river, he gave me atwenty-five 


ver prevailed here, which was brought from some | cent piece, which was more than I should-ever have 


fereign port, by the ship fen Brothers, 
ival off the city of New York, the vessel be went in 
was ordered into quarantine duiing the term of fifteen 
days. This was a sad disappointment to Tim, but 
however, there was no remedy but to ‘grin and bear 
ut.’ It so fellout, that on the eleveuth dav the Cap- 
tain fell sick and died of yellow tever, in five days 
from the time he was attucked. This produced a 
new order from the Health Ofice, that the vesse] 
should remain in quarantme twenty days longer.— 
She was ordered to be thoroughly cleansed,—to 
be fumigated with vinegar, and whitewashed through- 
out.. Cousin Tim had it left to bis option either to 
remain in the vessel, or board on shore at Staten Is- 
lan’. He preferred the latter, but was not a'lowed 
to take his clothes on shore, lest they might commu- 
nicate the infection te the good people who inhabit 
that island. 
dismal place, where the only amusement was seeing 
funerals, my cousin resolved to quit it without leave 
of the Health Officer, if he could not go with it, and 
put fa plan into immediate operation. He arrived 


sefe at Philadelphia the day after he Ieft Staten Is]- | 


aud, and wrote me the foliowiog letter: 


Philadelphia, Sept. 15, 1821. 
Year Cousin, 
\| cannot recount all that has befallen me since I 
left Staten Island. I resolved to leave the quaran. 
ground on Saturday morning last, and notwith- 






ie), | made a start, and crossed to the opposite side 
he island. It was a wet morning when I start- 
ed,\aud the rain fell in torrents until I arrived at 


On bis ar-| expected fo have received. 


The particulars of my journey I shall detail in my 
| pext leiter. ; 


Yours, 7. Ts 
sn A APP teins 
From the Trenton Emporium. 
THE HOME GATHERING. 
‘How blest are they with wayward feet, 
Who ne’er forsake theis nalive seat 
in foreign climes to roam— 


Who ne’erbeheld the smoke arise, 
Of feast, or solemn sacrifice, 


But at their father’s home.’ 
After remaining about five days in this | 
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things of a strain, with which on his native hills he 
had been familiar, what a world of sweet, yet half 
melancholy joy does it kindle in its bosom. Yes, 
home is still Gear to our hearts, and like the comet 
exiled from the sun, we would still go but to return 
—and seldom grow soold, and never wander so far, 
as te be beyond the reach of its attraction. 

On Rhineburg flats was the cottage of the Hazel- 
tons, a neatlittle country seat in the midst of a large 
tract of the richest meadow. In early days the 
ingenius hand of art had been applied to all the 
scenery round, but now, after long neglect, na- 
ture had sprinkled over it her wild and variegated 
sbrubbery, and the very beauty of its negligence ri- 
valled, to my mind, the elegance of its former symme- 
try. From a distance the cottage was wholly hid 
from view by a thick cluster of willows, and branch- 
ing brushwood lined the fences in every direction 
with rows of green. As you approached the dwel- 
ling, the clean gravel walks and white paleings which 
appeared through the thick and refreshing shade— 
the gentle tinkling of the little brook as it flowed 
from the clear cold spring, and fell into a large stone 
basin oy the dairy, and the occasional glimpse of the 
beautiful river which rolled at a distance in the rear 
of the scene—all combined to form a picture of ru- 
ral beauty unsurpassed in the country. 

It was at the time of which we are speaking, the 
summer of the year, and the cottage and its sur- 
rounding landscape waa in all its beauty ; but of the 
iamily of the Hazeltons, once numerous, but three 
remained. The aged father was stillto be seen enjoy- 
ing bis pipe on the lengthened piazza. The ancient 
mother still sat in the door of the cottage; and a 
beautiful daughter listened, in a little arbour near by, 
to the chirping of the innocent birds—it was ali her 
pleasure. Poor girl, she was blind; and most sen- 
sibly she felt the desertion of her bosom companions. 
Hertwo sisters bad married and left her first—then 
ber brothers, one, by one, embarked in business.— 
‘I wo left the family several years before, and marri- 
ed and seftled in the South, and last of all her 
younger brother, in whose affections she still was 
happy, and who leved his unfortunate sister most 
tenderly, departed from his home, aud ventuted op a 
long and perilous voyage to India by the South seas. 

She might, in the fervency of her feelings, have 


‘sank under these bereavements but for one sweet 


There is more of spell work about the home of our fa- | friend, whom fortune still lefi to cheer her long, un- 


thers than he who has never been a wanderer imag- 
ines. Ask the poor exile on a foreign shore what 
visions flit across his hosom and enchain his faucy, 
and cail forth the deep drawn sigh, as he gazes silent 
|and lonely, on the sweet midnight noon, and he will 
tell you in the fullness of his heart—they are visions 
‘of his infantile home, of which that beautiful moon 
is all that is left tohim. Though his path be across 
the ocean—Though he wander among the icebergs 
‘of Lapland, or sit down in the far off Islands of the 
, s€a—he ieels thathe can never out travel the inem- 


his early cottage. Though ambition lead him into 
foreign laods, or fortune tempt him into the world of 
business, he willolten pause, even when success has 


theferry ways, which were about seven miles across, gratified his wishes, and linger whole hours over 
the#sand, Oo my arrival at the terry way, I had|the memory of days gone by, as they steal, in the 


a fife opportunity of observing human rature. 


I! language of the batd of Morven, like masic to the 


was fortunate az to be in possession of a good sil-|soul—he will delight in every bush and tree, and 


atehy. worth about twenty-five dollars, and a 
ateh, worth about forty dollars, besides these, 
. food watch sea! which cost six dollars in 






| lowering landscape aud singing bird, that resembles 


| 


those he saw and loved inyouth; and if, in the fur- 
therest corner of the glube he hears the gentle brea- 


: 


broken and hopeless night of youth. Matilda RK***, 
was younger than herself—she was an orphan, resi- 
ding with a widowed aunt, at a short distance from 
the cottage. They had grown up like sisters, and 
though Hellen could not gaze upon the enchanting 
beauties of her lovely friend, or enjoy the rapture her 
blae eye kindled in the bosom of every beholder ;-- 
though she could not look upon her damask cheek, 
or praise the beauty of her sy!ph-like form, she could 
love her for the tenderness and benevolence of her 
mind, delight in the sweetness of ber voice, and en- 


ding the weather was heayy and the day very ory of his native village, or forget the delights of | joy the luxury of folding ber in her arms and kissing 


away her delicious breath. She loved her to adora- 
tion, but she knew not that there was one as near 
her heart, who loved Matilda, wilh even a more de- 
voted passion than herself. 

When Lewis left home fore the Indies, Matilda 
was quite a child—not more than fourteen, and he 
was but two years older. They had always been 
play mates, and though they scarcely knew it then 
themselves, they had always loved each otber.— 
There was a beautiful little grove about half a mile 
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from the cottage, towards Matilda’s home, and there 
they used to meet in the silence of the evening, 
daily, through the year that preceded Lewis’ de- 
parture, to talk about the contemplated voyage. As 
the time drew nigh, these interviews grew longer— 
they looked iuto each other's eyes and read, they 
knew not what; and when the last parting came, 
Matilda burst into tears, and could only say—‘ God 
bless you.” Lewis felt it to his heart, but he knew 
not what name to give the feeling; he wept in turn. 
They saw each other no more; but ever from that 
day there seemed a thousand new attractions to draw 
Matildato the cottage; sie loved her Hellen better; 
she loved to call her sister, and to gaze upon the 
traces her pretty face bore of the lineaments of her 
brother. Yet she trembled at the name of Lewis 
Hazelton, and never dared to trust it on her lips. — 
She saw his image before her night and day, and yet 
dreaded to hear his name; it was alla mystery to her. 
And sometimes she wept to think that perhaps she 
hated him, and even the thougbt when it came un- 
bidden almost broke her heart. 

The day of Childhood had passed by: she had 
grown up to her seventeenth year, and all the buds 
of beauty that clustered round her were now in the 
full flower of their sweetest summer. But still she 
pemembered the hour she parted with her Lewis, in 
all its freshness, and the ties that secretly bound her 
to the Hazeltons were all unbroken. It was now a 
holiday, and she had come over to the cottage to 
spend a day with her dear friends, whose hearts she 
bad long won to love herasa child. Sbe was busi- 
ly engaged in the afternoon in a little bower by the 
fountain, with Hellen, when a carriage drove up to 
the gate, and she recognized the two elder sons of 
Mr. Hazelton, as they stepped out, accompanied by 
their wives and two little children, The joy of pa- 
Treats, clasping their beloved offspring to their bos- 
oms, after years of absence; the rapture that a sister 
feels in welcoming home her affectionate brothers. 
and the delight of meeting friends, were here enjoy - 
ed in all their fullness; but before the greeting was 
yet all past another carriage drove up, and the two 
sisters from Philadelphia, with their husbands, join- 
ed the overwhelmed group. It had been a plot 
fermed among them to surprize their yenerable par- 
ents and their young sister, by an unexpected visit. 

Soon tie tea-table was spread upon the green, and 
groaned with all the luxuries that the land afforded, 
and before the sun went down the glad parents aud 
Children surrounded the festive board. 

The scene was wonderfully changed since mortn- 
ing; but Matilda’s eyes wandered towards the seat 
that had been Lewis’; and blushed Jike crimson 
when his name was mentioned. What want we but 
cur Lewis now, to complete our happiness, sighed the 
father. It was stormy on the coast last week, said 
one of the brothers-in-law,Mr. Drummond, and many 
vessels were wrecked. God grant that poor Lewis 
Was not among them, all 1esponded. Matilda trem- 
bled. He was to have come iv this month at fur- 
therest, said Charles Hazelton; Matilda listened in 
breathiess agitation. Who knows, said Drummond, 
but he may be in yet, to day? Matiida’s eyes 
brightened up; while the sisters laughed, and said, 
Matilda says amen to your prophecy. The cheeks 
of the innocent girl were again covered with a crim- 
son blush; and at that moment, Lewis sprang to her 
side aad kissed her, and amid the astonishment of 
the moment paid the same token of affection to 
his young sitter and his aged parents. He arri- 
ved ten days before, and readily engaged with his 
brothers and sisters in joining in the plan to take the 
cottage by surprize,and had remained thus long be- 
hind to render it more complete. 

The flow of bappiness was now unbounded. The 
measure of joy was full, and Matilda shared not the 
least portion of it. A seat was ixed for Lewis by her 
side; andin ten days more, Mr. Hazelton folded to 
his bosom another child—it was the elegant Matilda. 
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9999000 - 
From the Edinburgh Observer. 


A countryman passing a burial ground near Cupar, 
one night some weeks ago, observed twoor three men 
inside the wall, and suspecting them to be disturb- 
ers of the dead, challenged them as he approached 
with their unhallowed purpose. One of them made 
an answer in ap Under tone that they were not res- 
utrection mea but smugglers, and that if he would 
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‘venture over the wall, they would make it worth his‘ 
while to keep their secret. The man did not scruple 
to join them, and wasconducted to a little building 
adjoining the steeple where they and their stores 
were deposited: here by the glimmering of the star- 
light he was able to discover a well filled bottle, with 
glasses, and other good cheer, with which they told 
him to make free tiN thei return. The invitation 
was too agreeable to be declined — but John hadhard- 
ly begun to make a proper use of his opportunities, 
when the door was somewhat hastily shut, and the 
light which was to guide his operations obscured.— 
The place, besides, was teckoned unlucky, being 
that set apart for the sexton’s tools; so that the 
poor fellow thought himself in much distress. His 
aiarm was augmented on hearing the strangers en- 
gagedin a whispering conversation without, of which 
he imagined himself tobe the subject. The idea 
that they Were resurrection men again recurred to 
his mind, and he had offen been told that to those 
persons a living subject was as acceptable as a dedd 
one. He imagined he heard them say distinctly— 
‘Pshaw, wont it be mush better to kill a fellow that 
is fresh, than dig up one?’ And his terror, as may 
be easily Conceived, was Dow at its climax—he whin- 
ed most piteously, and offered every thing he was 
worth as the price of hisransom, Entreaties seemed 
for a while to be of no avail, but one of the men 
at last approached the door, and told him ina low 
voice to be silent ; that having got a subject which 
would suit them, they had resolved that he should 
he spared on condition that he would carry the bo- 
dy toa place in the woods, where they had a gig in 
waiting forit. This was glad tidings to the country- 
man: so issuing forth from his place of imprisonment, 
he bent his back willingly to receive the odious 
burden. The load was soon adjusted, and he sallied 
forth from the burial ground, between two sturdy 
vampires, Who were to be his guides, and who watch- 
ed him with the most wolfish vigilance. The road 
was long and dark—with much sweating however, 
he at last arrived at the place where he had calcu- 
lated on being relieved. The gig, however was not 
to be seen, but the men who were some distance be- 
hind, told him to lay down his burden, and untie 
the sack to see that all was right. John tumbled 
dewn the detested heap, and from his terror of the 
fellows, having opened it (though with much relue- 
tance) was horridly astonished when the imagined 
corpse started up, and insisted on being carried half 
a mile farther, to a little ale-house in a corner of the 
wood. ‘Thunderstruck and aghast at this unexpected 
requisition, John would willingly have crept into a 
snail shell, to escape the extraordinary etranger; but 
asthis was impossible, and as the furze and under- 
wood prevented speedy flight, his next resource was 
a desperate Offer of battle, which however the spec- 
tre declined, vanishing among the trees with a hear- 
ty and horrible laugh, Joho scrambled home the 
best way he could, terrified lest he should tumble 
overa living Corpse ineyery ditch. Nor did he learn, 
till some time after (when he only gathered it from 
the banter of his comrades,) that in the whole affair, 
he had only been made the sportof three fellows who 
bad been employed to protect the church-yard, after 
a recent funeral, frem the jackalls of the dicsectors. 


_ COMMUNIOATIONS. 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
THE ALBUM, NO. 7. 
ADELINE AND ELLEN.....THE BRIDES. 


A Tale of truth. 


[ Concluded. ] 


During. nor immediately after, the sickness of 
Spencer, it could not be expected the marriage of 
William and Ellen could with the least propriety 
have been effected, as Adeline was directly after ta 
ken sick; and while she was yet lingering, William 
received intelligence of the iemise of an uncle, an 
old bachellot, who had left him his whole property. 
William then was called upon to settle his uncle’s 
business immediately, to do which he repaired to the 
metropolis, and commenced the task, for such indeed 
it was, as the deceased was @ mercantile map, aud 








carried on a great extent of business, both in this and 

foreign countries,. After William had, as far as prac- 

ticable, settled the concerns of his relative in Bos- 

ton, it became necessary for him to go to Charles- 

ton, 8. C. This was a journey William would glad- 

ly have declined, but such was the situation of the 

affairs that he was required to do the business in 

propre persone. He wrote to Ellen and acquainted 

her with his purpose, the day previous to his de- 

parture. Ellen received and perused the letter with 

emotions of sympathy. The loss of two near and 

dear relatives was enough to awaken the sympathies 

of the most incorrigible heart; but when a third, 

(for we must consider William a relative) and one too, 

whom she expected to be her protector—one with 

whom her destinies were to be shared—and on whom 

her happiness or misery depended, was to. be still 

further separated from her, and perhaps forever, then 

were her most exquisite feelings arrayed in galling 

pains before the overbearing court of despair. Her 

situation was truly affecting—she was bereaved of 
every friend save her father, that was dear to her.— 

She, who was but a moment since, happy, nay, on. 
the very border of bliss, was new but tottering. on 

the very brink of despair. She searched for comfort, 

but “twas all in vain: she could find none—she 

looked for the return of friends, but her hopes vanish- 

ed at the thought of the feality. That William ever 

would return to accomplish.their mutual wishes Ellen 

feared, doubted, and even said she never expected. 

But that she wished it, and probably expected it, 

scarcely admits ofa doubt. Oft would she peruse 

his last letter, straining her very eye-balls to find 
some new expression to revive her drooping hopes, 

and perhaps, was as often disappointed, for every 
time she turned from its pages, would a deeper mel- 
ancholly o’ercast her looks, and the pearly tears of 
love trickle down her pallid cheek, so lately glowing 
with all the vivacity of youth and beauty. The tru- 
ly kind and friendiy manver in which William re- 
ferred to the death of Adeline, was probably in part, 
that which pierced the late wounded bosom of Ellen, 
but not that alone, 


As Mr. Mazely himself was by his late afflictions 
reduced from his natural good health, and as Ellen 
seemed visibly declining, their physician recommend- 
ed them a summer tour to the Springs of Saratoga 
and Ballstown. Ellen gave her consent and the 
jourvey was immediately commenced, through the 
circumstances of which we shall not trace them.— 
After experiencing some ol the many inconveniences 
of travelling, they arrived in safety at the Springs, 
somewhat revived in spirits, by a constant change of 
scenery, &c. though rather bodily fatigued. Mr. 
Mazely took convenient and suitable lodgings, con- 
tiguous to the Springs, and made a free use of its min- 
eral waters. Mr. Mazely stopped there about six 
weeks, during which time he received, regularly, 
letters from his friends in his native village. The 
last one he received was from William’s brother, 
which informed him that a report had reached the 
family, that William had diedof the prevalent fever 
in Charleston, but which he said he doubted, as he 
had received a letter from bim, dated but a few days 
before his reported death. When Mr. Mazely re- 
ceived this letter from the post, he went to Ellen’s 
room, told her he had a letter from his friend, ana 
in her presence broke the seal, and when he had pe- 
rused it, he folded it up, and retired without uttering 
a siogie word, At this uncommon procedure of her 
father she wasgreatly affected, and seeing he was so 
overcome by its perusal, she resolved to follow him 
and know the cause, She entered his apartment— 
he was not there--her eye caught a glimpse of the 
letter thrown upon the table. She immediately 
grasped it, but before she had finished its perusal, 
she fell senseless. on the sofa. 

When Mr. Mazely left Ellen, he went to his own 
room, carelessly threw the letter on the table, and 
went out on some-business preparatory to his de- 
parture from the Springs. Duringjis absence a stran- 
ger had called and enquired for him, but as he was 
out the attendant asked him into the sitting-room, 
and said Mr. M. would shortly return. He then in- 
quired for his daughter. The servant answered, if he 
would step into Mr. Mazely’s room, he would cal} 
her. The stranger was accordingly ushered into the 
room where Ellen lay senseless, but his eye catching 
something on its opposite side that drewihis atten- 
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tion, he did not see her until the attendant retumed, 
when turning round, expecting to see her enter the 
door, he observed her inanimate form stretched uyon 
the sofa. He immediately fiew to her assistance, while 
the servant acquainted the family with Ellen’s situa- 
tion, who repaired to the room, and ina few moments 
succeeded in resuscitating her. She awoke as from 
a dream, but seemg the stranger bending over her, 
she exclaimed * William,’ and immediately fainted.—- 
Mr. Mazely now entered the room, so much agitated 
that he could hardly speak, as the servant who met 
him at the door, very feelingly told him his daughter 
was dying. ‘*I'was not till after he found she was 
out of danger that he recognized William. Ellen was 
shortly revived—but we must leave the scene for 
the reader to imagine, acknowledging our inability 
to do the description justice. William having finish- 
ed his business at the South, resolved on his. return 
to indulge himself in viewing different parts of the 
country, and for that purpose stopped at the Springs, 
where be learned on his arrival Mr. Mazely was, and 
immediately called at his apartment, when what we 
have above related transpired, and he learned the 
cause of Ellen’s illness. 

As soon as Ellen was able the party set out for 
home, where they arrived in safety, to the great joy 
of all their friends. The marriage of William and 
Ellen was immediately solemnized, and their mutual 
wishes accomplished. The recentness of the above 
will not permit us to trace the family any further, 
and we can only add, that about a year after, Mr. 
Mazely died, and left his children enjoying all the 
happiness, that true and lasting love, with gentle and 
obliging dispositions, could afford. 

ARTEMIDORUS. 





Harry to his friend Absalom. 
Boston, May 1824. 
Dear ABSALOM, 

In compliance with the promise | made you, on 
leaving home, | now sit down to give you an account 
of a Boston “leelion. But | only wish you'd have 
come down yourself to see the fun with your own 
eyes. I can give you no idea of it by any compari- 
son, because you never saw any thing of the like 
in our village of Settlepool. I was up before sun- 
rise in the morning, and after enquiring of seven or 
eight people in the streets, I made outto find my 
way tothe common. The reason of my being oblig- 
ed to make such frequent inquiries is, that the streets 
of this city are what we should cail up our way a 
‘ Little might crookedish, 

After taking a view of the common, the tents, the 
oyster benches, and bakers’ wheelbarrows, | ‘ ad- 
journed’ to the State House, and waited to see the 
procession move, &c. When this ceremony was over 
I bought a couple of lection bunns, washed them 
down with a glass of small beer, and walked very 
soberly to my dinner, determined on-visiting the com- 
mon again in the afternoon, when | was informed 
there would be more people there, and consequent- 
ly more sport. It happened however that the day 
was quite cool, and not so favourable as usual to the 
circulation of punch and other stimulants. Notwith- 
standing this circumstance, there was full enough 
confusion for me, who haven't been used to such 
things. Now let me just tell you, Absalom, you can 
form no notion of the confused mixture of noises 


“that assail the ear of the spectator on election day 


upon Boston common. 

The only way for me to convey to you any intelligi- 
ble picture of this scene, is to detail some of the cries 
and outcries, as I heard them :—‘Mister, dont you 
want te see a sight? (says a little shaver,) only two 
cents apiece, ‘Walk up, walk up, gentlemen! here's 
the egg pop! good asany! none better on the ground.” 
‘Walk up! says a tent-keeper, with his shirt sleeves 
rolled up, and a lemon squeezer in his hand.—* Wino’!] 
fire at the black joke? walk up here, cent a throw,’ 
says a lad with a little round stick in one hand, 
shod. with leather, and half a dozen coppers in 
the other, which ever and anon he jingles, that the 
sound thereofmay entice some one to play.—‘Set us 
a quarter there,’ cries a paw paw player—-‘Hallo! 
toe the line, stand back, you sir.’—‘Nick/—‘Set us 
another.’—‘Fait play, stand hack there.’--'Brown 
nick, good again”’—‘Go it Jerry..—‘Who'll set a 
half?—‘l will..—'So will [.°—*Well I go you both.’ 
‘There’s a one, down with your dust.’—‘That’s the 
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A Cigar Box has been made on board the frigate 
Constitution of a piece of a spar of the Turkish Ad- 
miral’s ship, blown up sonfe time since.— Pall. 


Pirates taken.—From Captain Chadwick, of the 
General-Marion, from Jamaica, we learn that the 
British frigate Hussar, and sloop Janus, had destroy - 
ed at the Isle of Pines, two piratical feluccas and a 
schooner—put 6 of the pirates to death, and made 5 
prisoners. Previous to their capture the villains had 
succeeded in taking a gig belonging to the Janus, 
with a Lieut. 1 midshipman and 6 men—the two of- 
ficers and four of the men they put to death. 


lime o’day, my flower.’—‘Go it again,.’—‘Out.’—‘Oh ! 
d——n !"—‘Mister, I'd thank you not to tread on 
my toe again, this is the second time’—'Who cares 
for your toe? keep your toe to yourself,’°—‘No I wont 
neither: my toe is as good a right here as yours.’— 
‘Well my lad, 1 wants none of your sauce; so if you 
dont want a dab, you'd better shut up your cheek.’ 
~-‘Hallo!’ says a third, ‘Joe do you stand that ??— 
Zounds! let him have it man.’—‘Ay give it to him, 
give it to him..—‘That’s a good one Joe--under the 
rib! under the rib Joe.—‘Jack is the boy—give it 
tohim Jack—back of his ear.—‘Hallo! hallo! ali 
hands! clear out! here comes three constables! look NY.P 
out for the Police Court, Jack! clear oul ” . Y. Pap. 
This is but a faint sketch, Absalom, of the mixture| It is reperted that a duel has been fought near N. 
of noises a man will hear on anelection day. The | York. 
sight of the constables’ staves operated like magic A sail boat, with four persons on board, up- 


‘pon the combatants. One ran one way, and the ; : : 
other ran the other, and there was an end of the | S¢t in a squall in Savannah harbour on the 18th 


battle and the paw paw ring at once. inst. and ail on board were drowned. A sail 
Ihad nowseen as much as I wished of the com-|boat with three persons on board out at the 

mon, and strolled off in search of some other diver-| same time is missing. Oh es baee day, a 

sion. I must confess [ was very much at a loss to|<eaman on board the Three Sisters jumped 

understand some of the expressions [ heard used overboard sad vdveunel ' 

when passing through the streets of the metropolis. and war oF ° 


But most of atl I was puzzled to think what the) It is stated in one of the Kentucky Journals 
people could mean by crying cut so often, ‘Gotth 


itJerry, ‘Go it Tom,’ &c. However, on enquiring = bee aoe: Sere the county of Allen, 
at my lodgings, I ascertained those expressions were | #4 State of Kentucky, a girl by the name of 
taken from a popular play which had been perform-| Patsey Anderson, 8 or 9 years of age, born with- 
ed a great number of nights in this city during the | out the least appearance of arms, who can card, 


last winter. As I had never seen a play performed, | spin, sew.and knit. with as great facility as; 
| feltanxious to readthis one, and on enquiring if it child of her age , os» a tein d 


had been printed, found to my great joy that it had, 
and was for sale at No. 11, Merchants’ Hall. I has- 
tened immediately to-the office and purchased a copy, 
and must confess that J passed the remainder of the 
day in reading it much more agreeably than my time 
on the common. 
Yours, 3 HARRY. | killed the former by a blow. 
P.S. Lverily believe thatthe inhabitants of this A Hi 

city must be the most temperate people in the wtory of Boston, from the first settlement 
world, and I°ll tell you why [| think so, Absalom.— of the Town to the present period, witha de- 
As I was walking througn the main street yesterday, | scription of the Environs, Embelished with 25 
there was a dozen or twenty persons gathered a- Engravings, is publishing in numbers, by Mr. 


bout a man who was sitting on the side walk in a w + 4s : } 
state of intoxication.—I stopped as much as ten mi- Ase. Bowen.. Subscriptions are received b 


nutes on the opposite side of the street, and still the Messrs. Munroe & Francis, No. 4, Cornhill, and 
crowd did not decrease. Now how extremely tem- by the publisher, at No. 2, Congress Square. 

perate must that people be whostand so long gazing. 
ona drunken man, as a rare curiosily, for surely no 
one wowd stand ten minutes in the street, to look 
on that which is a common, or every day occurrence. 
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ITEMS OF NEWS. Haaonah Nickols Dennie 
" ols Dennie. 
FOREIGN AND DOMESTIC, By the Rev. Mr, Sharp, Mr. Hosea Corthel, te Mies 


Smuggling.—On Saturday morning a curious | Mary Susanna Lietner. | 
seizure was made at the quay, Greenock. On| _,'» Roxbury. by the Rev. Dr. Porter, Mr. Timothy 
the arrival of the Swift steam-packet, from Bel- Gay, of this city, to’ Miss Mary, daughter of the late 


fast, the crew of the custom-house boat went mt. Ebenoner Seis 9:5: 

on board in quest of smuggled articles, when ee —————————————— 
they found the end of a log of timber, about DIED, 

two feet and a half long, made in the shape of | In this city, Catherine Amory Otis, aged 11, daug- 
a buoy, and strapped with ropes in the usual | ter of Joseph Otis, Esq.--Mr. Richard Clark Conner, 
manner, carelemly lying, on decky which, on fon agud’ 3 Willnm fredanch mead hbase 
ee on Hp tc ose sdic months, youngest child of Mr. John 8. Hoffinan. 


On Wednesday last, William Wallis, jr, aged 3 
80 or 90 panes.—Glasgow Herald. years and 9 months, only.son of Capt. William Wal- 
A young girl has been tried in England, for hav- 


lis 
ings in a fit of fanaticism, hanged her own brother, a gp nein. Ban tenne Sewnsond, sent 7% son of 
child of only seven years of age, in the hope of send- In. Marietta rot Gas: Raene Deniam = is 
ing him to heaven. The case was clearly made out, | ofthe Revolution yee at pag apo egg 4s > 
but the jury, after a long.trial, returned a verdict of | sale curdichin Giedasa Officer of pos ‘Ameri Re eg 
nol guilty, believing her to have been insane at the  slationeied Amy Peers a ep 258 
time she committed the dreadful act, — Drowned, in the outer hasbour ef Boston, on-Mon- 
In Philadelphia, three men have been convicted day. last, by the oversetting of a boat, Mr. Stephen 
of attempting to set fire to the State House, and of; T. Soper—and Mr. Roliff Classen, both of Boston. 
conspiring to kill the Mayor and bura his house. It Mr. Zacheus Mayhew, of Nobleborough, was in- 
is hinted that one of the culprits was a political wri-|stautly killed, on the 12th inst. by the falliog of a 
ter. gondvla from the blocks when abdyt to be launciné.!. 
, i 


a nn res, 


A respectable citizen was killed-at New-Or- 
leans, on the 7th inst. in a duel with swords. 

At Powles’ Hook, a sailor anda blackman 
lately fought for amusement, when the latter 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
Several Poetical effusions have been received, but 
came to late for insertion this week. 
LE ETS A ENT BE LE BT Nl eh EE a he 


MARRIED, 


In this city, om Tuesday morning last, by the Rev. 
Mr. Wisner, Mr. Benjamin Tower, of Dedham, to 
Miss Alice B. Hunter. 

By the Rev. Dr, Baldwin, Mr. John Hunt, to Miss 
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CABINET OF APOLLO. 
FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
THE FAT LANDLA DY. 
A Song written by a traveller at a public house 


an Chester, .V. fl. July, 1822. 
Should some sojourner travel from Concord to Ches- 
ter, 
He will find lots of sand as he worries along. ; 
Aud should his beast falter he may just-stop and 
rest her, 
At the FAT woman’s house, by the side of the pond. 


Should he get there at night, and feel rather weary, 
And loug for a bed torest his bones on, 

There’s no other house formany a dreary 

Mile, except this, by the side of the pond. 


Should he stay here to breakfast, he’ll find some fresh 
mutton, 

Or veal, beef or lamb, of which he’ll be fond ; 

Then trav’ler, be careful and not act the glutton, 

At the FAT woman’s house, by the side of the pond. 


When your breakfast is o’er, and you’ve rested your 
limbs, 

Should the rain pour down fast, O, do not despond ; 

But sit down and sing a few Methodist hymns, 

At the rat woman's house, by the side of the pond- 


Now when the shower’s over, as likely as not, 

You will then be for tackling and starting along ; 
But first, fellow traw’ler, just pay up your scot, 
Atthe FAT woman’s house, by the side of the pond. 





UNSUCCESSFUL ADDRESS. 


The following is said to be the best of the rejected 
Addresses for the prize of the Grecian Cress, in New- 
York. The New York Editors disagree on its rela- 
tive merit; and while some pronounce it to be su- 
perior to the prize address, others considered it as 
second in rank, as being ‘too nervous and bold for 
the soft pen of a female.’ It is also the production 
efa fair Bostonian.— Bost. Cent. 

ADDRESS. 
Triumphant power! whose potent witchery, 
From its clay temple, bids the Soul be free ; 
Whose wand’ring Minstrels, range with noiseless 
tread 
Yhrough sunless caves, and vegions of the dead,— 
Or from the World, borne in thy winged car, 
*Rapt in soft visions, rove from starto star,— 
Imagination! be thou Priestess here! 
Old care, away! hence! every sordid fear, 
Call from bright climes, enchantment’s glit’ring 
throng, 
To grace the palace of the sons of Song! 


Taste rear’d the Stage, and hither, Mem’ry brings 
Those gilded scenes, of Youth’s imaginings, 

When life is young, and giorious scenes arise, 

Of flower strew’d paths, and Summer evening skies ; 
When Love and Hope, awake the bosom’s glow, 
And Time’s swift waters sparkle as they flow. 


The bloody scenes that crimson Hist’ry’s page 
The hand of Genius fashions for the Staze, 
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Mhat the stern lessons, which the dead impart, 
May quell the passions, and amend the heart.— 
Loud rings the bugle; and in mortal strife, 
Some strike for conquest, and some strike for life ; 
A brother’s dagger meets a brother’s side— 

One plunge—and speuting pours the purple tide; 
He reels—dark shadows circle round his head— 
Shrieks shrill in death—and gasps on glory’s bed. 


What bosom thrills not, when immortal lyres, 
Breathe the sad dirge, when Liberty expires? 

What eye is tearless, when unholy power, 
Tramplesin the bud fair Virtue’s opening flower? 

Or views unmov’d, the spectres of the grave, 

Wake to remorse, Ambition’s royal slave? 

When Superstition guards a tyrant’s throne, 

And proud oppression chides a nation’s groan, 

Who but exults, when some delivering arm, 

Strikes home the poignard, and dissolves the charm? 


Then guard the Drama! for the slumbering Lyre, 
Once wak’d by Genius, shall again inspire— 

Some native Bard, to simple nature true, 

Led on by Hope,and reassured by you, 

Within these walls, shall strike that Lyre again, 
Sweeter than Memnon’s harp, or Ariel's airy strain. 


O tell me not that Wine will soothe. 


O tell me not that wine will soothe 
The heart deprest with woe; 

O tell me not that wine will smooth 
Grim Penuty’s haggard brow ; 

For though its wave may beam as bright 
As evening’s brilliant star,* 

It cannot gild misfortune’s night, 
Or calm the sinner’s fear, 





O tell me not that beauty’s smile 
(That sun of cloudless morn,) 

Can black despair of woe beguile, 
Or blunt affliction’s thorn: 

For though awhile its beams may play 
Where health and pleasure bloom, 

Disease will shroud its pleasing ray— 
It shines not in the tomb. 


O tell me not that Fame can give 
The cankered conscience peace; 

O tell me not that Fame can live 
When hope and life shall cease ; 

For though it points where honour bleedg 
Or bids the bosom burn, 

Yet as the lightning-swift, recedes, 
When time hath grasp’d his urn. 


But tell me that Religion’s ray, 
Can light the soul to Heaven 
O tell me THIS can point the way 
To him on quicksands driven, 
And I'll believe, for well I know 
That this alone can save, 
That this can chase the clouds of woe, 
And gild the peasant’s grave, 


BOSTON BARD. 
* Poetica licentia. 





Mr. Editor, 

Fhe answerto*A Rebus,’ in your last will evident. 
ly appear by the celebration of the nuptials of two 
fond lovers. DEMODOCUS, 





The auswer to *A Charade,’ in our last will ap- 
pearfrom the title of civility, given to maidens. and 
the miser’s god. M. 
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SPECIMENS OF SONNDTS. 


From the most eminent Poets of Italy. 
ANTONIO TEBALDEO. 


[TRANSLATION. } 
From Cyprus isle, where Love owns every bower, 


Or from the neighbouring shores of Jove’s domain, 
Thou surely comest, sweet Rose, since thus our plain 
Bears not the stem where bloom’d se fair a flower. 
For I, who late was near my last sad hour, 
No sooner frbm her hand the gift obtain’d 
Than thy sweet breath did charm away my pain, 
And to my limbs restore their wonted power. 
But mark one thing that wakes a just surprise, 
Thy pallid form with life but faintly glows, 
That late of loveliest hue blush’d vermeil dies : 
Haste, to the thoughtless fair! go, sorrowing Rose, 
Bid her, thy wonted beauty taught, be wise, 
For her own good provide and my repose. 





*T was in those hours of youth’s delicious spring, 
When not a cloud *mid ether’s depths can stray: 
But hopes fond vision sees it melt away, 

And every gale bears fragrance on its wing— 

I first adventured my weak hand to fling 
O’er the sweet lyre, and pour’d a simple lay 
To her who held me in her secret sway,— 

Ah! all unworthy | those charms to sing! 

Since then seven lustres—halfa life ! have flown, 
And many a meteor-blaze has flamed and fled, 
And many a bright illusion charm’d and died! 

Still, still she sits upon my memory’s throne, 

Unchanged! with such effulgence round her shed, 
Ill yet mine eyes the glorious scene abide. 








wr 
A couple of Subalterns, on half-pay, passing, a 
few days since, through Pall-mall, were much 
struck with the portly appearance of His Majesty’s 
corter, and the following dialogue ensued: 
Quoth Brown to Smith, ‘1’m monstrous thin, 
Oh, for yon porter’s place ! 
No more half-pay, I’d soon begin 
To sport as plump a face!’ 
Quoth Smith, ‘ That you might porter be, 
I own there's little doubt ; 
Yet still, I fear, my poor H. F. 


You’d ne’er become Brown Stout..—Lond. pap. 
Bee AL eee 


JUST PUBLISHED, 
nd for sale at this Office, and at the Book Store 
of Messrs. Richardson & Lord---Price 25 cenis, 
The popular Play of 
COM S TRARY § 
OR, LIFE IN LONDON. 


i<-Copy Right secured according to law. 
(~The above Play may also be had of the carrie, 








Boston Pocket-Book, and Fancy Mo- 
rocco Work Manufactory. 

AMES DYER (directly opposite the Old South) 

is constantly manufacturing, and offers for sale, a 
great variety of 

LADIES’ 

Pocket Books, Bhread Cases, Reticules, Card Cases, 
Miniature and Locket Cases, Back Gammon Boards, 
&c. &c. on ihe most peasonable terms, for cash or 
credit. March 97 
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